A trial, must the principal be try'd.

And what essential joy canst thou expect

Here upon earth ? what permanent effect

Of transitory causes ? Dost thou love

Beauty ? (and beauty worthiest is to move)

Poor cozen'd Cozener! that she, and that thou,

Which, did begin to love, are neither now;

You are both fluid, chang'd since yesterday;

Next day repairs (but ill) last day's decay:

Nor are (although the river keep the name)

Yesterday's waters and to-day's the same.

So Sows her face and thine eyes, neither now

That saint nor pilgrim which your loving vow

Concern'd, remains; but whilst you think you be

Constant, y'are hourly hi inconstancy.

Honour may have pretence unto our love,

Because that God did live so long above

Without this honour, and then lov'd it so,

That he at last made creatures to bestow

Honour on him; not that he needed it,

But that to his hands man might grow more fit:

But since all honours from inferiors flow,

(For they do give it, princes do but show

Whom they would have so honoured) and that this